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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

O *od Horatio, what a wounded name 

Things {landing thus vnknowne, {hall I leaue'behind me f 

If thou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, ’ 

And in this harfh world drawe thy breath in panic march* 

To tell my {lory : vvliat warlike noife is this ? J • f*n* off. 

Enter 0 {rick. _« , 

Ofr Young Eortenbrajjemth conqueft come from Poland, 

To th’embafladors of England this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I die Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

1 cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 

But I dceprophecie th’elleftion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him, with th’occurranrs more and lflle 

Which hauefolicited, the reft is filence. 

Hora. Now cracks a noble hart, good night fwectel nnce> 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 

Why dooes the drum come hether * 
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Enter Fortenbraffe, with the Embajfadors,- 
Ftr. Where is this fight i 
Hora. What is it you would fee ?• 

If ought of woe, or wonder, c cafe your fearch. 

For . This quarry cries on hauock, o prou d death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell, 

That thou fo manyPrinces at a {hot 
So bloudily haft ftrook C 
Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too I ate. 

The eares are fencelefte that fhould giue vs hearing. 

To tell him his commandment is fulfild. 

That K#[encratis and Guyldenflerne are dead, 

Where fhould we haue our thankesc 1 
Hora. Not from his mouth 
H a d it t liability of life to thank c y ou 5 
He neucr <*aue comroandementfor their death j 
But fince lo iump vp«n this bloody qu eftion 
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